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The Southern Ocean

WE had our wind. On the sixteenth day out
it freshened from the west'ard, and we began to
make much better progress. Some time in the
evening of that day we passed Campbell Island.
We were not sure exactly when it was, for we
were not sure exactly where we were. As soon
as we got past that southernmost island of the
New Zealand group, the wind piped fresher still,
and throughout the next day we flew on, every
sail drawing its utmost of a quartering wind and
the ship lying heavily over. In the first night-
watch of the seventeenth day the ship sailed
48 miles; before that day was out she had
covered 290 miles, and nightfall found the captain
walking the poop with a smile. We held to every
stitch, even the kites that were usually not bent
until Trade winds were found, and the ship fairly
quivered as she stumbled a little in her stride at
times, and a big sea hit her with a great clump
and a heavy shower of spray. The wind roared
through the rigging; sails strained at sheet and
brace and yard, threatening to carry them away;
the wheel was abominably heavy and all but
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